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persuasions, added to my husband's extreme
reluctance to let me go, and my own wish to
remain, carried the day.

About ten days before Mr. Quinton arrived
we heard for certain that the object of his
visit  was   not  the   restoration  of   the   ex-
Maharajah, and so, after much coaxing from
me, my husband, thinking of course that no
danger could now be possible,  allowed me
to  stay.     I   remember so well how lightly
we   talked   over   coming   events,   and   my
husband saying that if anything did happen,
they would  make me a nice safe place in
one of the cellars under the house.    Could
we but foresee what is behind the dark veil
with which the future is enveloped, and know
that sometimes in our idlest moments we are
standing as it were on the brink of a grave,
is there one of us who would not rather die
at once than struggle on into the abyss of
desolation and death awaiting us in the near
future ?   And yet it is undoubtedly a merciful
Providence  that   orders   our   comings and